been exploited by the master in question, who saw in
it an unhoped for chance of promotion, and it had
only been hushed up with difficulty. After that the
approach of the 14th of July always found Madame
Varambaud a little apprehensive, and, indeed, to
preclude any demonstration on the part of Michel,
Madame Armelle had standing orders from her
daughter to cut every single lily and white pink in
the garden a week before that date.
The void in that eager soul was filled at last by love.
In love he found a compensation for all his humiliations,
all his loneliness, all the ugliness and mediocrity of
the people who surrounded him. And now, between
him and this love, the only good he had ever possessed,
was reared the insuperable obstacle of his obligation
for military service. There were no compensations for
the rigours of such a servitude; and behind it, vaunted
as necessity, he sensed that vile instinct of democracy
to reduce us all to the lowest common level. Reality
was distasteful, but the past was no more than a
vanished dream, and he turned instead to those who,
quick to exploit the universal malaise resulting from such
a pernicious levelling, were endeavouring to lead astray
the last remnants of good sense in that decayed society.
It was a society in which the crowd, waxing strong
in its consciousness of power, turned from the gratifi-
cations of envy to the plottings of hatred, and, having
once determined that everyone must be a soldier,
now resolved that no one should be, to the end that it
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